BRITISH  FERTILITY

ahead of England. I believe there are more red
squirrels, to say nothing of gray squirrels, flying
squirrels, and chipmunks, within half a mile of my
house than in any county in England. In all my
loitering and prying about the woods and groves
there, I saw but two squirrels. The species is larger
than ours, longer and softer furred, and appears to
have little of the snickering, frisking, attitudinizing
manner of the American species. But England is
the paradise of snails. The trail of the snail is
over all. I have counted a dozen on the bole of a
single tree. I have seen them hanging to the bushes
and hedges like fruit. I heard a lady complain
that they got into the kitchen, crawling about by
night and hiding by day, and baffling her efforts
to rid herself of them. The thrushes eat them,
breaking their shells upon a stone. They are said
to be at times a serious pest in the garden, devour-
ing the young plants at night. When did the Amer-
ican snail devour anything, except, perhaps, now
and then a strawberry ? The bird or other creature
that feeds on the large black snail of Britain, if
such there be, need never go hungry, for I saw these
snails even on the tops of mountains.

The same opulence of life that characterizes the
animal world in England characterizes the vegeta-
ble. I was especially struck, not so much with the
Variety of wild flowers, as with their numbers and
wide distribution. The ox-eye daisy and the but-
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